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CHAPTER XX-—Continued, which wus blnzing freshly up to the | uring, remembering, uwotll his  very
—20— chimney's great throut. IHe sat down, | soul was =lck with the uncertainty.
“You must never worry nbout mon | staring at the flames, His mind had been g confused web of
ey e told her, "And if ever you Buck pushed open the swinging | memories, of this casunl word and

eed [-<If It Is & auestlon of a Tong
trip, or of more oparutions—If there (s
nny chance—"

“I ghall pemember that T have a big
brother ! she suld,

The room was svented by the sweet,
tamp Howers, and by the goosd odor
of lazily hurning logs: vet 1o Peter
there wig ehill and desolutencss In the
air. Cherry took up the glass bowl in
both careful hands. and went away in
the direction of the study, but he stood
ut the window for s long time staring
dully out at the hattered chrysanthe-
mulns and the swishing branches, and
the steadily falling raln,

A few days later, on n dny of un-
cortuin sunshine and showers, Peter
left them, To Cherry Peter's golng
wite a rellef; it burned one more
bridge behind her, It confirmed her
in the path she had chosen; It was to
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“Yes, I'm Going Nowl"” He gaid.

her spirit like the eap that marks the
pecepted student nurse, or like the
black colf that replaces the postulant's
white vell of probation,

He had been in the downstalrs bed-
room, tlking with Martin, for per-
haps an bour; he had drawn them a
rough sketch of the little additlon to
the house that Cherry meant some day
to build next to the study, and he and
Martin had been discussing the de-
talls, Cherry was sweeplng the wet,
dun-colored leaves from the old porch
when a sudden step in the doorway be-
hind her made her look up.

Peter had come out of the house,
with Buck beside him, He wore his
old cordoroy clothes and his shabby
cap, but there was something In his
aspect that made her ask:

“Not golng?"

"Yes, 'm going now!"™ he sald.

Bhe rested her broom against the
thick trunk of the old bauksla, and
rubbed her two hands together, and
caime to the top of the steps to say
good-by.  And standing there, under
the rose tree, she linked her armm about
It. looking up through the branches,
where the shabby follnge of last year
Hngered,

“How fast it's grown since
terrific pruning we gave It all
lopg time ago!" she sald.

“Little more than six
Cherry!" he reminded her,

“Only s=ix vears—" 8She was ob-
vicusly amazed, "It doesn't seem pos-
sgitle that all this has happened In six
vears!" she exclaimed.

He did not answer. He had her
hand now for farewells, and perhaps,
with the thought of those short six
years hnd come also the thought *hat
this slender figure In the housewlifely
blye linen, thiz exquisite little head,
wtv trim uand demure despite all s
vebel tendrile of gold, this lovely face,
etill the fuce of a child, with a child's
srusting, uplifted might have
been his, The old home might have
been thelr and perhaps—who
knowsr there might have
Cherry and a new Peter beginning to
look engerly out at lfe through the
srreen of the old rose vine!

Too lute now, A single Instant of
those lost vears might have brought
fhim all this, but there was no golng
wack. He put hiz arm about her, and
kissed her forehead, and sald: “God
Bless you, Cherry!"

“God bless you, dear!” she an-
swered gravely, She watched the tall
flgure, with ltg lttle Hmp, and with
the dog leaping and clrcling about it
m ecstasy, untll the redwonds elosed
around him. Then she took up the
broom agaln, and slowly and thought-
fully crossed the old porch, and shut
the door.

Peter, walking with long strides,
and with a furrowed bhrow and absent
pyes, crossed the village, and climbed
once more the old trull that led up to
the cabin,

It wns dusted, orderly. complete; he
and Allx might have left it yesterday.
Kow hutd reen him coming, he thought,
gl b Yl thme to light the fire

thut
that

yeurs Aago,

eVeR,

hiome,
heen a1 new

door between the pantry and the sit-
ting room, and eame In, & question In
his bright eyes, his great plumy tall
heating the floor as he lay down at
Peter's slde. Presently the dog lald
his nose on Peter's knee uml“puurml
forth u faint sound that was not quite
a whine, not quite a sigh, and rose
restlessly, and went to the closed door
of Alix's room, and pawed It, his enger
nose to the threshold.

“Not here, old fellow!" Peter sald,
stroking the sllky head under his
hund.

He had not been in this room since
the day of her death, It struck bhim
us strangely changed, strangely and
heartrendingly familiar. The windows
were closed, as Allx had never had
them closed, winter or summer, rain
or suushine. Her books stood In thelr
old order, her student's Shakespeare,
and some of her glrthood's books,
“Little Women," and “Uncle Max." In
the closet, which exhaled a damp and
woody smell, were one or two of the
boyish-looking hats he had mo often
seen her crush carsiessly on her dark
halr, and the big belted coat that was
as plain as his own, and the big boots
she wore when she tramped about the
poultry yard, stlll spattered with pale,
dry mud. Her father's worn little Bl-
ble lay on the table, and beside it an-
other hook,
Market,” with the marks of muddy
and mealy hands still liogering on its
cover.

Suddenly, evoked by these silent
witnesses to her busy and happy life,
the whole womnn seemed to stand be-
slde Peter, the tall, eager, vital woman
who had been at home here, who had
ruled the cabln with a splendid and
vital personality. He seéemed to feel
her near him agaln, to see the Inter-
ested eyes, the high cheek-bones
touched with scarlet, the wisp of halr
that would fall across her face some-
times when she was deep in baking,
or preserving, or poultry-farming, and
that she would brush away with the
back of an impatient. hand, only to
have it slip loose agailn.

One of her kitchen aprons, caught in
the current of alr from the opened
door, blew about on Its hook., He re-
membered her, on many a wintry day,
buttoned Into Just such a crisp apron,
radiantly busy and brisk in her kitch-
en, stirring and chopplng, moving con-
stantly between stove and table. With
strong hands still showlng traces of
flour she would come to sit beside him
at the plano, to play a duet with her
characteristic dash and finish, only to
jump up In sudden compunetion, with
an exclamation: *“Oh, my ducks—I'd
forgotten them! Oh, the poor little
wretches [

And she would be gone, leaving a
streak of wet, fresh alr through the
warm house from the open door, and
he would perhaps glance from a win-
dow to see her, roughly cented and
booted, ploughing about her duck yard,
delving Into barrels of grain, turning
on faucets, wielding & stubby old
broom.

She loved her life, he mused, with
a bitter heartache, ns he stood here
In her empty room. Sometimes he had
marveled at the complete and unques-
tioning joy she had brought te it. Pe-
ter reminded himself that never in
their years together had he heard her
complaln about anything, or seem to
feel hored or at a loss.

“We've nlways thought of Cherry as
the child!™ he thought, *“But i was
she, Alix, who was the real child, She
never grew up. She never entered Into
the time of moods and self-analysls
and Jealousies and desires! She would
have played and plenicked nll her
life

His heart pressed llke a dull paln
in his chest., Dully, quletly, he went
out te the fire agaln, and dully and
quletly moved throungh the dany, Her
books and music might stand as they
were, her potted ferns and her seat-
tered small possessions—the sewing-
basket that she always bandled with
n boy's awkwardness, and the camera
she used so well—should keep their
places. But he went to her desk,
thinking In thizg long, sollitary evening,
to destroy varlious papers that she
might wish destroyed bhefore the cabin
whs deserted, And here he found her

letter,
He found It only after he had some-
what explored the different small

drawers and plgeonholes of the desk,
drawers and plgeonholes which were,
to hix surprise, all In astonishing or-
der for Alix., Everything was marked,
tied, pocketed; her secounts were bal-
anced, and if she had anywhere left
private papers, they were at least no-
where to be found,

Seelng In all this a dread econfirma-
tion of his first suspicion of her death,
Peter nevertheless axperienced a shock
when he found her letter,

It bud been placed In an empty
drawer, face up, and was sealed, and
addressed simply with his name,

He sat holding it In his bhand, and
moments passed hefore he could open
it

80 it had been true, then, the fear
that he limd tried wll these wepks 10
crush? He had been welghibg, meas-

“Duck Ralsing for the

that look, of what she had possibly
heard, had probably seen, had suspect-
ed—knownp—

Now he would know. He tore open
the envelope, and the dozen wrltten
lines were before hig eyes. The let-
ter wos doted, & most unusual thing
for AllXx to do, and “"Saturday, one
o'clock,” was written under the date,
It was the day of her death,

He rend:

“Peter, Dear—Don't feel too badly If
I find a stupld way out. I've been
thinking for several days ubout It
You've done go much for me, and afier
you, of course, there's no one but
Cherry. She could be free now, he
couldn't prevent It. When I saw your
face a few minutes ago 1 knew we
couldn’'t nght i, Remember, this 1s
our secret. And always remember that
I want you to be happy because I love
you so!"”

It wa=z unsigned.

Peter sat staripg at it for a while
without moving, without the stir of
changing expression on his face, Then
he folded it up, and put it in the pock-
et of his coat, and went out to the
back yard, where Kow was feeding the
chickens, The wet, dark day was end-
ing brillantly in & wash of red sun-
set Hght that sent long shadows from
the young frult trees, and touched
every twig with s dull glow.

“Kow,” Peter sald, after an effort
to speak that was unsuccesstul, The
Chinese boy looked at him solicltous-
Jy: for Peter's face wax ashen, and
about his mouth were drawn llnes,
“Kow,” he sald, “1 go now!

“Go now other house?' Kow nodded,
glanclog toward the valley.

But Peter jerked hils head instead
toward the bare ridge.

“No, I go now—not come back!" he
sald, briefly. “Tonlght—maybe Bo-
lhinas—tomorrow, Inverness, [ don't
know. By and by the blg mountalns,
Kow—by and by I forget!”

Tears glittered In the Chinese boy's
eyes, but he smiled with a great alr
of cheer,

“1 keep house!" he promised.

The dog came fuwning and spring-
ing irom the stables, and Peter whis-
tled to him.

“Come on Buck! We're golng now "

He opened the farmyard gate where
her hand had so often rested, crossed
the ' muddy corral, opened another
gate, and struck off across the darken-
ing world toward the ridge. The last
sunlight lingered on ¢rest and tree-top,
tangled Itself redly In the uppermost
branches of a few tall redwoods, and
wig gone, Twilight—a long twilight
that had In it some hint of spring—Ilay
softly over the valley:; the mountain
loomed high In the clear shadow.

Galning the top of the first ridge, he
paused and looked back at the cabin,
the little brown honse that he had
bullt almost fifteen years ago. He re-
membered that 1t was In the beginning
a sort of experiment; his mother and
he were too much alone in thelr blg
city house, and she had suggested,
'with rare wisdom, that as he did not
care for soclety, and as his travels al-
ways meant great lonellness for her,
he should have a litle eyrle of his
own, to which he might retreat when-
ever the fancy touched him.

She liked Del Monte and Tahoe, her-
self, but she had come to Ml Valley
pow and then In the days of his first
wild delight in its freedom and beau-
ty, sllk-gowned and white-gloved and
very much disliking dost. She had
gent him plants, roses, nnd frult trees,
and she had toid hlin one day that he
hnd a pelghbor In the valley who was
an old friend of hers, a Doctor Striek-
land, a widower, with children.

He remembered sauntering up the
opposite canyon to duly enll upon this
inventor-physiclan one dayv, and his
delight upon finding a well-read, mu-
glevloving, philosophle, erratic man,
who had at once recognized a kindred
spirit, and who had made the younger
man warmly weleome,

Presently, on the first call, an en-
chanting little girl In a shabby smock
had come In—a lttle girl all dimples,
demureness and untouched boyish
benuty. She had sald that “Anne wath
mad wiv ‘her, and that Allx—" she
managed to lisp the name, “wath up
in the madrone!"

A somewhat older child, named Allx,
a freckled, leggy little person with
enormous front teeth, had proved the
claim by falling out of the madrone,
and had recelved no sympathy for s
bump, but a—to hlm-—rather surpris-
Ing censure, He had yet to realize
thint nothing ever hurt Allx, but that
ghe always rulned her clothes, and
frequently hurt other persons and oth-
¢r things, He found her o spirited, en.
thusiastic little person, extremely ar-
tleulate, and gquite unself-conscious,
and she had entertalned him with an
exclted account of & sex feud that was
belng pushed with some violence at her
school, and had used expressions that
rither shocked Peter. A qulet third
girl—a nlece, he guthered—had joined
the group, & glrl with braids and clean
hands, whe elucldated ;

“Allx and 1 don't Hke our tencher!”

“Bhe's a sneak and a skunk !" AMx

had frankly contributed, Cherry, now

quletly established in her father's lap,
had smlled with mlschlevous enjoy-
ment ; nobody else, to Peter's surprise,
had pald this extraordinary remark the
slightest attentlon, He remembered
that he hud fancled only the smallest
of these childeen, and had been glad
when they all went out of the room,

Looking down at the cabin, tha
Yeurs slipped past him ke n fying
Mm, nud It was the present agaln, snd
Allx—Allx wns gone,

He roused himself; spoke to the dog,
and they went on thelr way aguln
Mud squelched beneath Peter's hoots
In the rondway; the dog sprang light-
Iy from elump to olump of dreied graes
b when they left the rond, and ¢ut
srralght neross the rise of the Lillislde,
the ground was tirmwer, and the two fig-
ures apoved swiftly through the dark
night. The early sturs came out, and
showed them, siihouetted agning the
sky ubove Allx's beloved Tamulpuls,
the man's erect form with It sllght
lHmp, the dog following falthfully, his
plump tall and feathered ruff showing
a dull luster In the starlight,

Cherry, with her violet eves and
corn-colored huly, Cherry, with her 1it-
tle hands gathered in his, and her
heart benting agninst his heart, and
Allx, his chum, his compunion, his
comrade on so many night walks un
der the stars—he had lost them both
But it was Allx who was closest to his
thoughts tonlght, Allx, the thouight of
whom wus  gradoally gripping his
heart and soul with a new pain,

Allx was his own ; Cherry had never
been hls own. It was for him to com-
fort Cherry, It had always been his
misslon to comfort Cherry, since the
dnys of her broken dolls and cut fin-
gers. But Allx was his own comfort.
er, und Allx might have been laughlng
and stombling and chattering beside
him here, In the dark, wet woods, full
of n child's huppy satisfaction In the
moment and confidence in the mor-
oW,

YAlix, my wife!" he sald softly,
nloud. "I loved Cherry—always, But
you were wmine—you were mine. Wa
belonged to each other—for better and
for worse—and I have let you go!"

He went on and on and on. They
were plunging down bhill now, under
the trees, He would gee a light after
0 while, and sleep for a few hours, und
have a hunter's breakfast, and be gone
agnin, And he knew that for weeks—
for months—perhaps for years, he
would wander so, through the great
mountains, with thelr snow nnd their
forests, over the seas, In strange clties
and stranger solltudes, Always alone,
nlways moving, always remembering.
That would be his life, And some day
~—some diay perhaps he would come
back to the valley she had loved—

But even now he recolled In dls-
taste from that hour. To see the fa-
miliar faces, to come up to the cabin
again, to touch the music and the
books—

Worse, to find Cherry a little older,
happy and busy In her llfe of sacrly
fice, not needing him, not very muclh
wanting the reminder of the old tragle
times—

An owl cried in the woods; the
mournful sound floated and drifted
away Into utter sllence. Some small
animal, meeting the death Its brief
life had evaded a hundred times,
screamed shrilly, and was sllent,
Great branches, stirred by the night
wind, moved high above his head, and
when there was utter sllence, Peter
could hear the steady, soft rash of the
ocean, dulled here to the sound of a
glgantie, qulet breathing.

- - . - L L ] L ]

Suddenly she seemed agaln to he
beside him. He semed to see the cark,
anlmated face, the slender, tall gisl
He

wrapped In her big, rough coat.

Suddenly She Seemed Again to Be
Beside Him.

seemed to hear her vibrating volece,
with that new, tender note In It that
he had notlced when she lnst spoke to
him.

“I'll go home ahead of you, Peter,
and walt for you there!"

Tears suddenly flooded his eyes, and
he put his hand over them and pressed
it there, standing still, while the wave
of tender and polgnant and exqulsite
memorles broke over him,

“We'll go on, Buck,” he whispered,
lnoking up through the ftrees at a
atrip of dark sky spangled with enld
stars.  “"We'll go on.  She's—she's
walting for us somewhere, old fel-
low |

[THE END.)
Man's Ways.

Bome men come home from work
with a smile, and other wen just come

home from work,

GREEN'S AUGUST FLOWER |
|
The Remedy With a Record of me-"
Five Years of Surpassing Excallence.
All who suffer with nervous dyspep-
sla, sour stomach, constipation, Imll-‘
gestlon, torpld liver, dizziness, head: |
aches, coming up of food, wind on
stomach, palpitation and other Indica-
tione of digestive disorder, will find
Green's August Flower an effective
and most efMiclent remedy. For fifty-
flve years thizs medicine has been suc-
cessfully used In millions of house-
holds all over the civilized world, Be-
cause of Its remarkable merlt and
widespread popularity Green’s August
Flower can be found today wherever
medicines are sold—Advertisement.

If the shoe fits, wear [t—unless you
are a woman ; then, of course, you will
want a size or two smaller,

Men who own electrie plants are sat-
isfled with light harvests,

| Invalids’ Hotel, Buffalo, N. Y.
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Watch Your Daughter
A BEAUTIFUL WOMAN 1S

ALWAYS A WELL WOMAN

Dixon, Nebr.—~£For the young gir)
developing into womanh there is
nothing hotter than Dr. Pierce's favors
ite Presoription as & tonic and builder,
At that time of my life I was sadly in
need of something to strengthen
build me up and 1 found just the tonie
I neaded in ‘Fuvorite Prescription.’
would advise its use by all young girls at
ﬂ'm aritionl period of life."—Mrs, B,

ng.

Health §s most important to every
woman. You eannot afford to ent
it when your neighborhood druggist can
supply you with Favorite Prescription
in tablets or liquid, and Dr. Pierce e
willing to give g:u confidential medieal
advice freo, rite him today b

———— — __'_:
W. N. U, OMAHA, NO. 461921,
_— —
Huppiness & a pedrl of great price
which may sometimes be bought for
a mite.

Never say “Aspirin” without saying “Bayer.”

WARNING!

Unless you see name “Bayer” on tablets,

you are not getting genuine Aspirin prescribed by
physicians over 21 years and proved safe by millions for

Colds
Toothache
Earache

Headache
Neuralgia
Lumbago

'Rheumatism
Neuritis
Pain, Pain

Accept only “Bayer” package which contains proper directions.
Huandy tin boxes of 12 tablets—DBottles of 24 and 100—All d
Manufscture of

dapiria s the trade mark of Bayesr

Munoaceticavideater of

Every woman knows how to manage
her daughter's husband.

Red Cross Ball Blue Is the finest
produgt of its kind In the world. Hv-
ery woman who has used It knows
this statement to be true.—~—Advertise-
meant.

No one 18 ever forgiven for explod-
Ing a man's bubble of relf-conceit.

Had Dreamed Before.
Friend—"If you had a million dol-
lars what would you do?" Fessimist
—"Wake up and find that It wasno't
wvl'l

The Matarialist,

“What would you suggest for our
lHterary club to read?' asked Mrs,
Flubdub.

“A good cook-book,” responded her
brutal husband,

Sleeping Sickness Thief.

The case of a boy who became a
thief after an attack of encephalitis
lethargla (sleeping slckness) Is de-
scribed in the Lancet, (London Eng-
land.) When eleven years old he re-
mained In a state of stupor and leth-
argy for five weeks, He had been a
pormal, intelligent, and doclle child,
After his iliness he showed uncon-
trollable eriminal tendencles, has been
convicted for theft on several oc-
canlons, and 18 regarded by the pollice
a8 an Incorrigible thief. His Intelll-

gence does not seem to be Impalred.

This little bit of

FRANCES E. WILLARD MUSEUM

Little Schoolhouse Near Janesvilley
Wis,, Dedicated to Memory of
Great Temperance Leoader.

Log cnbins and marble palaces,
courthouses and round towers are now
and again turned into museums in the
meémory of some historic person. Mere
rarely the bullding is a schoolhouse,
but such Is the case with the new
Frances E, Willard museum. The lite
tle country schoolhouse pear Janes-
ville, Wis,, has recently been dedicated
by followers of the Ameriéan tempers
ance leader, among them former pu~
plls of Miss Willard's In Wesleyan
seminary and at Northwestern univers
sity, and natlonal officers of the Wome=
an's Christian Temperance union. The
schoolhouse is far from lmposing., Miss
Willard referred to it once s “a sort
of blg ground-nut,” but It symbolizes
the progress of a child who came Into
a wilderness with her ploneer family,
and through her good work gained =
place for herself in the Hall of Fame
at Washlogton, the only woman se
honored.

In Justice to Justice.
“Justice Is blindfolded-—but just the
same she can talk.,” “Yes, she does
sometimes peep!"—Wayside Tales,

A Student's Wish,
“History repeats itself.”
“Well, I wish arithmetle would sum
fteelf up.”

advice may help

you regain your Health,
Strength and Vitality

Thousands of people suffer from nervous-
ness. They are run down and miserable without

knowing the reason why.

They do not stop to think that much of their
trouble may be caused by drinking tea and coffee
which contain the drugs, thein and caffeine. When
you over-stimulate the system for any period of
time, the result may be .nervousness with its

many accompanying ills,

You may fail to aleep

properly and your sleep does not refresh you as

it should.

Postum, made from scientifically roasted
cereals, will help you to overcome all these
conditions. For it contains only healthful sub-
stances, instead of drugs, as are found in tea

and coffee.

Postum helps build sound nerve structure,

by letting you get sound,

restful sleep.

In flavor, Postum is much like high-grade

coffee, In fact there are

many people who pre-

fer Postum for its savory flavor alone,

Order Postum from your grocer today.
Serve this rich, fragrant beverage for the family,
See how the children will like it, and how much { ;
better everybody will sleep at night.
Postum comes in two forma: Instant Postum (in dne)
mmde insmantly In the cup by the addition of bolling water.
P::‘mm Ccr-k.l (ll:.\ li'r.!‘:h‘“ of ll;:.or t;l:llt. for thoss who
prefer 10 make t « whil w belng pared)
made by bolling for i:wnm:l. = pe

Postum for Health

“There's a Reason”

‘I




